THE    MEMOIRS    OF
be ready when I give the word - and aim right between the
eyes/
Marshall's answering wild supplications for mercy -were
suddenly drowned by the reports of about a dozen muskets.
Rashleigh looked round In alarm, and saw the bushranger
who was holding the light for Foxley fall to the ground with
a piercing yell of pain,
'Surrender In the King's name!' vociferated several voices
at once.
'Fire at the swine., and keep close together!* came the
answering shout from Foxley,
The darkness was spangled with the bright flashes of the
guns, followed by a pandemonium of shouts, during which
the bushrangers, forming round their leader, made their way
to the fence where McCoy and Rashleigh had remained,
paralysed by the suddenness of the attack. They scaled the
fence in a body, and raced across the Marshall clearing and
reached the cover of the standing timber*
'Have you got the slavey safe?* demanded Foxley, as they
paused for breath.
*Aye, I have/ came the answer out of the darkness.
'That's lucky for you/ retorted Foxley, 'for If he had
escaped, I'd have finished you where you stand/
The gang found themselves reduced In number to five,
three of them having fallen at the opening of the attack, but
whether they were dead or only wounded no one had had
time to discover. They travelled hard in an easterly direction
all night, and when daylight came, went into hiding in a
deep and rugged gully. They were In a bad humour, for the
food had all been left behind in the hurry to escape, and all
the plunder lost except the smaller articles which Foxley and
McCoy had concealed about their persons.
Rashleigh himself was in a bitter mood. He had thrown
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